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bloom, the colour and fragrance of which hailed him on
every side.

The eagerness to see his new house, to be at home again,
had buoyed him to an artificial strength. He ignored
his weakness and walked from room to room. His de-
light was unrestrained. " Isn't it bully ? Isn't it bully ?"
he repeated over and over again. When he reached the
dining-room, with its panelled rafters and big fireplace
built of the unfinished rocks from his own pasture down
the hill, he threw his arms around his wife and cried:
"What a Christinas lark we'll have here, Beattie! Eh?
We'll spend this Christmas at home together. Eh ? You
and the boy and me?" Then he turned and crossed a
little hall into the wing which he had planned for his
library. In the centre was his desk. He settled before
it in his familiar chair and took it all in. "It's perfectly
bully, isn't it ? It's just as I thought it would be."

Then his eye rested on a silver cup on the desk before
him, and he reached a trembling hand for it and read the
inscription: "Welcome home to Mr. Mansfield," over
the names of the five little girls for whom he had ar-
ranged the tennis tournaments. The cup was a copy of
the ones he had given the victors. As he replaced it on
the desk he said it should always stay there. Next day
a servant in dusting had moved the cup to another
table. He missed it, and in spite of his depleted strength
would not be comforted until it was back in its place
again.

When he had visited all the rooms he insisted on seeing
the exterior. He was wheeled in a chair around the house,
and his eye twinkled as he caught sight of the antlers over
the front door: "Yes, I wanted that, that means good

luck!"ange in his
